Dear liberty, who walked me at my side,
when, where I would, I wandered free as air,

how I regret thee, and how oft I tried
to break the yoke despite myself I wear*

But always, being free, the knot retted,
for loveless Muse is leaden, cold and bare,

but voice and heart and song the world bestride,
and knock against the stars when love is there.

Aye, it is love, whose recreative breath
conceives the infants of my verse, demanding
no less than life itself as price of fame*

But if I thought we perished with our breath
I'd break my pencil.   But there is no ending
to the long comfort of the poet's name.
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